VII
ANQUETIL

FIVE years had passed, when, for the second time in
this chronicle, but for probably the thousandth
time in her life, Lucy again poured out her heart to
Miss Wace. But it was in a mood of hopefulness,
not of despair, that she now sought Wacey in the
schoolroom. "I really think something may come
of it, Wacey 1" she said in triumph, but sinking her
voice as though she feared lest some malignant
spirit should overhear. "They were playing tennis
together all yesterday afternoon, and now he has
taken her for a walk in the park. Don't you think
that looks as though he intended something? You
know how he hates girls as a rule. Of course, I
daren't ask him. If I did, he might kick up his heels
and be off. He might go and join Viola, or worse.
You^know how he hates to be watched or ques-
tioned. He might ruin all our hopes. She's a nice
girl, Wacey. Not pretty, but perhaps that's all the
better. She's well-born enough to make up for any
lack of looks; she's docile, and quite obviously she
adores him. And I daresay I could do something
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